APPENDIX V
"THE COUNTS" ADVENTURES

If Thackeray's years as an art student did not enable hifn to paint a
single successful picture, they at least served to develop his inimitable
gift for caricature. Those who judge his artistic talent solely by the
illustrations to his books, where his line has become grossly distorted in
being transferred from sketch to wood or steel, hardly realize the excel-
lence to which he attains in his early comic drawings. Since recent proc-
esses allow modern craftsmen to reproduce an artist's sketches with
perfect fidelity, it has seemed desirable to include in this edition, as a
sample of Thackeray's work at its best, facsimiles of "The Count's" Ad-
ventures, one of the liveliest of his sequences of caricatures.

These drawings, which are here published for the first time, have an
interesting history. Among Thackeray's friends in Paris during the
years before his marriage was an eccentric Scotch artist named John
Grant Brine. Brine's quarters were a sort of warehouse for "painter's
properties, in the shape of costumes, armour, carved chests, plate, and
glassware," we learn from Sir Joseph Crowe, who continues:

I recollect being in his rooms at a party on a winter's evening. He was
doing the honours to several ladies grouped round a spider table at which
my mother dispensed tea and confectionery. Over the table hung a Ve-
netian glass lamp. At one side of the chimney-piece close by, a tray dis-
played some rare crystal ware; in a corner stood a piece of costly armour.
The fire burnt low in the grate, and the servant was called to replenish it.
Some one observed that she put a piece of carved oak into the grate, and
Brine rose, cup in hand, to the rescue. But his shoulder unawares struck
the hanging lamp, which canted, pouring a streak of oil into a lady's dress.
She in her fright rose and dropped the contents of her teacup into the coat
skirts of a gentleman near her. He in his flurry knocked down the armour.
The panoply fell with a crash on the crystal tray. There was a pretty
general average of breakage and loss. But it was wonderful with what
equanimity Brine bore the disaster and consoled his friends for their alarm.
Shortly after these events Brine shut up his painting-room and went to
Madrid, where I believe he succeeded in painting a few portraits without
achieving more than ca success of esteem.'

Thackeray . . . was unmercifully humorous and funny on the subject
of his alleged adventures in the Spanish capital. He gave him the nick-
name of The Count' and made a legend out of his travels which he was
brought, in the most amusing way, to illustrate in our house. Being a
constant visitor of ours he had a seat always ready for him on Saturdays at